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" Who said I was taken in ? I desire to study this human
'phenomenon in his own background. At what time does the
train leave for Rome ? "
They gasped, and one said he would take my ticket,
order my couchette and accompany me. We left at midnight.
XI
It was a strange journey to Milan. Once the frontier was
passed there were Fascist crowds at every station, and they
sang the Fascist hymn, which has a haunting refrain. One
could tell by the sound of their strong clear voices in the night
that they were men, and young. They sang with impressive
fervour, and their cheers as the train moved on were spon-
taneous, unordered, enthusiastic.
All night long, half waking, half sleeping, I seemed to hear
the refrain of that Fascist march.
At Milan Mussolini and his suite stopped a day. Milan
was the great man's home. His wife inhabited Milan, and
not his wife only. For these domestic reasons Mussolini
was always rather tired when he left Milan, and on the
second night of our journey to Rome orders were telegraphed
ahead that there were to be no demonstrations at the
stations on the route, as the President of the Council desired
to sleep.
We arrived in Rome on November 24th. Glorious sunshine
and excited crowds welcomed him. He raised his hat in answer
to salutations and walked disdainfully, looking neither to the
right nor to the left. The crowd had a feminine psychology
the more indifferent he appeared, the more he seemed to be
adored. These people who such a short time before had
been shouting "A basso JestfrChristo, eviva Lenin," were
metaphorically kissing the • large. white-spatted feet of
the conqueror who had turned upon them their own
weapon of violence. No wonder be walked by them so
disdainfully.

